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man would have wept at such a scolding, but you're n
away. . . . Aren't you queer ?"
" So you call me a blockhead ? Then damn you ! " Gregor
remarked when he stopped laughing. " I don't want to
learn your manners and customs. They'll be no use to im
when I'm driving bullocks. But God grant, if I live as IOJ^L
I shall have to handle bullocks, and it won't do for me to
bow and scrape to them and say : " Ah, do submit, bald-
head ! Pardon me, speckle ! Permit me to adjust the yoke
on you l My dear sir, mister bullock, I most humbly request
you not to break down the furrows/ You have to talk more
curtly to them : ' Gee up ! ' That's all the bullocks know
about * dishlocation/ "
" Not f dishlocation,' but ' dislocation '/' Kopylov cor-
rected him.
" Well, as you wish. But there's one thing I don't agree
with you on/'
" What's that ? "                                                          ^
" That I'm a blockhead. I may be a blockhead to you,
but you wait a bit I Give me time, and I'll go over to the
Reds, and with them I shall be heavier than lead. And then
you well-mannered and educated parasites had better not
fall into my hands ! I shall wring out your entrails, and
your souls with them ! " Gregor said, half in jest, half serious.
He touched up his horse, putting it into a sharp trot.
Over the Donside lands the morning was coming in such a
fine-spun silence that every sound, even the faintest,
disturbed it and awoke the echoes. In the steppe only the
sky-larks and quails were in possession, but in the near-by
hainlets that incessant, quiet rumbling could be heard whicfr
always accompanies the movement of large military forces.
Gun-carriage wheels and ammunition wagons clattered in
the ruts, horses were neighing by the wells, the steps of
passing companies of Black Sea infantry cossacks gave off
a soft and muffled tramp, britchkas and lines of civilian
wagons carrying stores and ammunition up to the front were
thundering along; around the field kitchens hung a pleasant
smell of stewing millet, of tinned meat garnished with laurel
leaves, and of fresh-baked bread.                                       ^
Below Ust-Miedvieditsa itself a frequent exchange of rifle*
fire was going on, and rare cannon shots boomed lazily and
hollowly. The battle had just begun.